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TO THE 
COUNTESS of SALISBURY. 


Mapa, 


Wim the generality of your ſex are exer- 
ciſing the art of Ninon, in making their faces at 
the mirror of faſhion, it is no ſmall pleaſure to the 
ſons of the chace to behold in their train round 
Hatfield's bliſsful ſcenes, Diana's faireſt daughter, 
whoſe beauty beams inexpreſſible lovelineſs, while 
her ſpirit in the chace captivates and charms, That 
I have ſelected vou for this tribute of my eſteem 
will create no ſurpriſe ; our ſouls are congenial in 
this delightful amuſement, and the hunting plea- 
ſures of Windſor and Hatfield are the common 
theme of every lover of the chace around us.— 
That you may be long an ornament to your ſex, 
and an encourager of this firſt of rural delights, 1s 


the ſincere wiſh of, bp 
Madam, 
Windſor, Feb. Your Ladyſhip's devoted, 
23, 1788 : And ardent admirer, 


Tut Winps0R N IMROD, 


_ > ** "a . 21 
* 
”.% T. 
1 


of 4.48 
14 * 
* 

Wh 


vs 
"Fx v 

- 

: * 

2 


— — — * — - —_ 2 
— * * 
* 


CONTENTS 


Drscxipriox of a Fox Chace 


The Echoing Horn — 
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FOX-CHACE. is not eaſy to be deſcribed— 
11 yet as even a faint deſcription of it may 
ſerve, to a certain degree, as àn anſwer to the various 
queſtions which many are pleaſed to make concern- 
ing that diverſion, I ſhall proſecute my attempt in 
ſuch a manner as think may ſuit the purpoſe of the 
reader beſt. As I fear it may read ill, it ſhall not 
be long. A gentleman to whoſe underſtanding 
Nature had moſt evidently been ſparing of her gifts, 
as often as he took up a book, and met with a paſ- 
ſage which he could not comprehend, was uſed to 
write in the margin oppoſite matiere embrouillee, and 
gave himſelf no further concern about it. As dif- 
ferent cauſes have been Known to produce the ſame 
effects, ſhould the reader treat me in like manner, 


A 2 I hall 


4:3 
T ſhall think it the ſevereſt cenſure that can be 
paſſed upon me. Somerville, I apprehend, was no 
great Fox-hunter ; yet all he ſays on the ſubje& of 


hunting 1s ſo ſenſible and juſt, that I ſhall turn to 
his account of Fox-hunting, and quote it where I 


2 


woos 


”* 


| can. The hour molt favourable to the diverſion, is 

F certainly an early one; nor do I think I can fix it 

q better than to ſay, the hounds ſhould be at the 

| cover at ſun-riſing. Let us ſuppoſe that we are 

: arrived at the cover-ſide. ; 

| | ——— —declightful ſcene ! 

2. Where all around is gay, men, horſes, dogs; 

4 And in each ſmiling countenance appears 

: Freſh blooming health, and univerſal joy. 

: | SOMERVILLE. 

5 Nov let your Huntſman throw in his hounds as 
3 quietly as he can, and let the two Whippers-in 

keep wide of him on either hand, fo that a ſingle 

4 hound may not eſcape them; let them be attentive 

| to his halloo, and be ready to encourage, or rate, as 


that directs; he will of courſe, draw up the wind, 
for reaſons which I ſhall give in another place. 
Now, if you can keep your brother fportimen in 
order, and put any diſcretion into them, you are in 
luck; they more frequently do harm than good: if 
it be poſſible, perſuade thoſe who wiſh to halloo the 
Fox off, to ſtand quiet under the cover ſide, and on 
no account to halloo him too ſoon : if they do, he 


moſt certainly will turn back again: could you en- 
tice 


L223 


tice them all into the cover, your fport, in all pro- 
bability would not be the worſe for it. 


How well the hounds ſpread the cover! the 
huntſman you ſee is quite deſerted, and his horſe, 
who ſo lately had a croud at his heels, has not now 
one attendant left. How ſteadily they draw! you 
hear not a ſingle hound; yet none are idle. Is not 
this better than to be ſubje& to continual diſ- 
appointment, from the eternal babbling of unſteady 
hounds ? 


See how they range 
Diſperſed, how buſily this way and that, 


They croſs, examining with curious noſe 
Each likely haunt. Hark ! on the drag I hear 
Their doubtful notes, preluding to a cry 
More nobly full, and ſwell'd with every mouth. 
SOMBERY, 


How muſical their tongues !—And as they get 
nearer to him, how the chorus fills !—Hark ! he is 
found. - Now, where are all your forrows, and your 
cares, ye gloomy ſouls! or where your pains and 
aches, ye complaining ones! one halloo has diſ- 
pelled them all. What a craſh they make! and 
echo ſeemingly takes pleaſure to repeat the ſound. 
The aſtoniſhed traveller forſakes his road, lured by 
its melody; the liſtening plowman now ftops his 
plow; and every diſtant ſhepherd neglects his 

flock, 
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1 
flock, and runs to ſee him break. What joy! 


what eagerneſs in every face 


How happy art thou, man, when thou'rt no more 
Thyſelf! when all the pangs that grind thy ſoul, 
In rapture and in ſweet oblivion loſt, 
Yield a ſhort interval, and eaſe from pain ! 
SOMERY, 


Mark how he runs the cover's utmoſt limits, yet 
dares not venture forth; the hounds are ſtill too 
near that check is lucky !—now if our friends 
head him not, he will ſoon be off—hark ! they hal- 
loo: by G—d he's gone ! 


— —Hark ! what loud ſhouts 

Re- echo thro? the groves | he breaks away: 

Shrill horns proclaim his flight. Each ſtraggling hound 
Strains o'er the lawn to reach the diſtant pack. 

Tis triumph all, and joy. 


SOMERV. 


Now Huntſman get on with the head hounds ; 
the Whipper- in will bring on the others after you: 
keep an attentive eye on the leading hounds, that 
ſhould the ſcent fail them, you may know at leaſt 
how far they brought it. 


Mind Galloper, how he leads them lit is dif- 
ficult to diſtinguiſh which is firſt, they run in ſuch 
a ſtyle ; yet he is the foremoſt hound. The good- 
neſs of his noſe is not leſs excellent than his ſpeed : 

ee: How 


2 


„ 
How he carries the ſcent! and when he loſes it, 
ſee how eagerly he flings to recover it again 1 
There now he's at head again !---ſee how they 
top the hedge !---now, how they mount the hill !--- 
obſerve what a head they carry; and ſhew me, if 
thou canſt, one ſhuffler or ſkirter amongſt them all: 
Are they not like a parcel of brave fellows, who, 
when they engage in an undertaking determine to 
ſhare the fatigue, and its dangers, equally amongſt 
them ? | 


Far o'er the rocky hills we range, 
And dangerous our courſe ; but in the brave 
True courage never fails. In vain the ſtream 
In foaming eddies whirls, in vain the ditch 
Wide gaping threatens death. The craggy ſteep, 
Where the poor dizzy ſhepherd crawls with care, 
And clings to every twig, gives us no pain; 
But down we ſweep, as ſtoops the falcon bold 
To pounce his prey. Then up the opponent hill, 
By the ſwift motion flung, we mount aloft : 
So ſhips in Winter ſeas now fliding fink 
Adown the ſteepy wave, then toſs'd on high 
Ride on the billows, and defy the ſtorm. 

| 4 Souzxv. 


It was then the Fox I ſaw, as we came down the 
hill ; thoſe crows directed me which way to look, 
and the ſheep ran from him as he paſſed along. 
The hounds are now on the very ſpot, yet the ſheep 
ſtop them not, for they dart beyond them. Now 
ice with what eagerneſs they croſs, the plain] Galloper 
no longer keeps his place, Bryſher takes it---ſee 

| how 
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how he flings for the ſcent, and how impetuouſly 
he runs! How <apcrly he took the lead, and how 
he ſtrives to keep it---yet Victor comes up a=pace. 
Ho reaches him !---ſee wat an excellent race it is 
b- tween them !---it is doubtful which will reach the 
cover fit, How equally they run !---how eagerly 
they (train t= no Victor, Victor l- -ah! Bruſher, 
you arc beaten; Victor firſt tops the hedge. See 
there ! ſee how they all take it in their ſtrokes ! the 
hedge cracks with their weight; ſo many jump at 


Once. 


Now haſtes the Whipper-in to the other fide of 
the cover; he is right, unleſs he head the Vox, 


Heav'ns ! what melodious firains | how beat our hearts 
Big with tumultuous joy ! the loaded galce 
Breathe harmony; and as the tempeſt drives 
From wock! to wood, thro* er dark receſs 
The fereſt thunder, and the mountains ſhake. 
| DOMERY, 


Liften !---the hounds have turned.---They are 
now in two parts: The Fox has been headed back, 
and we have changed at laft,---Now, my lad, mind 
the huntſman's halloo, and ſtop to thoſe hounds 
which he encourages.---He 1s right ! that, doubt- 
leſs, is the hunted Fox :---Now they are off again. 


What lengths we paſs ! where will the wand'ring chace 
Lead us bewilder'd ! ſmooth as ſwallows ſkim 


The new-ſhorn mead, and far more ſwiſt we fly, 
| dee 


| A 9.) 5 
"a my bes handy KG the beak they preſsz 
Jaſtling in eloſe array; then mote diffuſe 
Obliquely wheel, while from their hs Ha mouths 
The vellied thunder breaks ! 

I ock back and view 


The trange confuſion of the vale below, 
: WEIS ſore vexation reigns 3j=— 
— age laments 
His vigour ſpent : The tall, plump, brawny youth 
Curſes his cundbrous bulk! and envies now 
The ſhort pvgmean race, he whilom kenn'd, 
With proud inſulting leer. A choſen few 
Alone the ſport enjoy, nor droop beneath 
heir pleaſing toils, 


SOMERYs 


Ha! a check.—Now for a moment's patience! 
we preſs too cloſe upon the hounds !—Huntſman, 
ſtand ſtill; as yet they want you not. How ad- 
mirable they ſpread ! how wide they caſt! is there 
a ſingle hound that does not try? if there be, never 
ſhall he hunt again. There, Trueman is on the 
ſcent—he feathers, yet ſtill is doubtful— tis right ! 
how readily they join him ! ſee thoſe wide caſting 
hounds, how they fly forward to recover the ground 
they have loſt !—mind Lightning, how ſhe daſhes ; 
and Mungo, how he works.! old Frantic too, now 
puſhes forward ; ſhe knows, as well as we, the Fox 
is linking. 


8 %, 
— Ha! yet he flies, nor yields 
Io black deſpair. But one looſe more, and all. 
His wiles are vain. Hark | chro' yon village now 
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The rattling clamour rings, The barns, the cots; 

The leafleſs elms return the joyous ſounds. 

Thro? ev'ry homeſtall, and thro? ev'ry yard, 

His midnight walks, panting, forlorn, he flies. 

ö SOMERY. 
Huntſman ! at fault at laſt? how far did you 

bring the ſcent ; have the hounds made their own 
caſt? now make yours. You ſee that ſheep-dog 
has courfed the Fox ;—get forward with your 
hounds, and make a wide caſt, 


Hark ! that hollow is indeed a lucky one. If 
we can hold him on, we may yet recover hin ; 
for a Fox ſo much diſtreſſed, muſt ſtop at laſt. 
We ſhall now ſee if they will hunt, as well as 
run; for there is but little ſcent, and the im- 


pending cloud ſtill makes that little Teſs. How 


they enjoy the ſcent! fee how buſy they all are, 
and how each in his turn prevatls. 


Huntſman ! be quiet ! whilſt the ſcent was good, 
you preſſed on your hounds; it was well done: 


when they came to a check, you ftood till, and 


interrupted them not: they were afterwards at 


fault; you made your cait with judgment, and loſt 


no time. You, now muſt let them hunt; with 


fuch a cold ſcent as this, you can do no good; 


they muſt do it all themſelves ; lift chem now, and 
not a hound will ftoop again, 


ON 


He 1 


un 

Ha! a high road, at ſuch a time as this, when 
the tendereſt-noſed hound can hardly own the 
ſcent - another fault! that man at work, then, 
has headed back the Fox, Huntſman! caſt not 
your hounds now, you ſee they have over-run the 
ſcent; have a little patience, and let them, for 
once, try back. 


We now muſt give them time: See where they 
bend towards yonder furze brake — I wiſh he may 
have ſtopped there mind that old hound how he 
daſhes o'er the furze; I think he winds him ;— 
Now for a freſh entapis— Hark! they halloo !— 
aye, there he goes. 


It is nearly over with him; had the hounds 
caught view he muſt have died, He will hardly 
reach the cover; ſee how they gain upon him at 
every ſtroke —It is an admirable race! yet the 
cover ſaves him. 


Now be quiet, and he cannot eſcape us, we have 
the wind of the hounds, and cannot be berter 
placed ;—how ſhort he runs !—he is now in the 
very ſtrongeſt part of the cover. What a craſh! 
every hound 1s in, and eyery hound is running for 
him. That was a quick turn !—again another !— 
he's put to his laſt ſnift.— Now Miſchief is at his 
heels, and death is not far of, —Ha ! they all ſtop 
at once ;——all ſilent, and yet no earth is open. 

B 2 | Liſten! 
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Liſten now they are at FAR again did you 
hear that hound catch view? they over-ran the 
ſcent, and the Fox had laid down behind them. 
Now, Reynard, look to yourſelf !—how quick they 
all give their tongues!—Little Dreadnought, how 
he works him! the terriers too, they 'now are 
ſqucaking at him. How cloſe Vengeance purſues ! 
how terribly ſhe preſſes !—it js juſt up with him! 
— Gods ! what a craſh they make; the whole wood 
reſounds !—that turn was very ſhort !—there !— 
pow !aye, now they have him! who-hoop | 

| | | "Fay 
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Tu ectoing hom calls the fponfnan abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 

The morping is up, and the cry of the boundlsy" 
Rebukes our too tediqus delay; 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox, 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies, 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza * 


The dale is ſeiz d on, and dies. 


T riumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 

Like Bacchanals ſhouting, and gay, 

How ſweet is the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day; 


Wich 
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With ſport, love, and vine, fickif fornine ty, 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours, 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow rs. 


so N s. 1 


No ſport to the chace can compare, 

So many the pleaſure it yields; 
How ſweet, how refreſhing that air, 

Inhal'd in the woods and the fields ! 

As we ruſh in purſuit, new ſcenes ſtill appear, 
New landſcapes encounter the eye ; 

Not Handel's ſweet muſic more pleaſes the car, 
Than that of the hounds in full cry, | 


New ſtrength from the chace we derive ;_ 
Its exerciſe purges the blood : 
How happy that mortal muſt live, 
Whoſe ſport yields both phyſic and food ! 
So new and fo varied its charms, they neꝰer cloy 
Like thoſe of the bottle and face; 
The oftener, the harder, the more we enjoy, 
The more we're in love with the chace, 


1 5 | SONG. 


OF THE CHACE us 


S O N 6. 


W ue the morning preps forth, and the 


zephyr's cool gale 
Carries fragrance and health over mountain and 
dale, 


Up, ye nymphs and ye fwains, and together we'll 


reve 


Up hill and down valley, by thicket and grove z 
Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 


With the notes of" "hs a NP" I 
hounds. 


Let the wretched be flaves to ambition and wealth, 
All the bleſſings I aſk is the bleſſing of health ; 
do ſhall innocence ſelf give a warrant to JOY, | 


No envy diſturbs, no Gepentiance deſtroys. 
Then follow, tc. 


* * 


O'er hill, dale and woodlands with raptures we 
roam, 

Yet returning Nil find the dear pleaſures at home: 

Where the chearful good humour n 
grace, 

And the heart ſpeaks content in the ſmiles of the 


face. 
Then follow, &c. 


SONG. 


„ »in. $oxet 


8 O : N G. 
Har hark! the joz-iaſpiring horn, if 
Salutes the roſy, riſing morn; 
And echoes thro' the dale ; 
With clam'rous peals the hills reſound, 


The hounds quick-ſcented ſcour the ground, 
And ſnuff the fragrant gale. 


Nor gates nor 3 can impede Th 
The briſk, high mettled, ſtarting ſteed, 
The jovial pack purſue; ä 
Like lightning darting o'er the plains, 
The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, „250 1 
And ſes the game in view. 


Her path the 1 hare folfakes , 
And to the copſe for ſhelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 
When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 


Her haunts deſcry, her fate is near, 
She ſees approaching death. 


Directed by the well-known breeze, 

The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 
She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; 

The diſtant courſers now come in, 

And join the loud triumphant din, 

Tilkecho rends the ſkics. 
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S O 6. 


Ha! away! tis the merry-ton'd horn 
Calls the hunters all up in the morn, 

To the hills and the woodlands we ſteer, 

To unharbour the outlying deer. 


CHORUS OF HUNTSMEN. 


And all the day long, 

This, this is our ſong ; 

Still hallowing, 

And following, 
So frolic and free; 

Our joys know no bounds, 

While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are ſo happy as we, 


Round the woods when we beat how we glow, 

While the hills they all echo, hillo ! 

With a bounce from his cover he flies, 

Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies, 
And all the day long, &c. | 


When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb 

Up the health-breathing mountain ſublime, 

What a joy from our labours we feel ? 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the day long, &c. 


C At 
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At night when our labour is done, 

Then we will go halloing home, 

With hallo, hallo, and huzza, 

Reſolving to meet the next day, 
And all the day long, &c. 


S O NG. 


Cour, rouſe, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all 
cry, 

We've got a good ſcent, and a fav'ring ſky ; 

The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 

Will chide the dull ſportſman for ſlee ping fo long. 


Bright Phœbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peeps in at our windows, and calls to the chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray. 


Sweet Molly may teaze you perhaps to lie down ; 

And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : 

But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place; 

For as well as her charms, there are charms in the 
chase. a 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy; 
At his bruſh nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly; 
They ſeize on their prey, ſee his eye-balls they roll; 
We're in at the death—now let's home to the bowl. 
There 
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There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the King, 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring ; 

To George peace and glory may Heaven diſpenſe, 
And fox-hunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence. 


— — rU—ü— 
30 KN © 
TE ſprightly horn awakes the morn, 
And bids the hunter riſe, 
The opening hound returns the ſound, 
And echo fills the ſkies; 
And echo fills the ſkies. 


See ruddy health more dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow z 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed, 
And Reynard trembles now ; 
The neighing ſteed, &c. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers ſought ; 
The ruſtic race ador'd the chace, 
fend hunted as they fought. 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms ; 
Then o'er the bowl expand the ſoul, 
And reſt in Chloe's arms, | 
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Tur morning is charming, all nature looks gay, 
Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away, 
For the prime of our humour's in queſt of the hare; 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 
Hark the lively ton'd horn, how melodious it ſounds, 
To the muſical tone of the merry-mouth'd hounds. 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodland we fly, 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry, 
So match'd in their mouth, and fo ſwiftly they run, 


CY trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the 
un; | 


Health, joy and'felicity dance in the rounds, 
And bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hounds. 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſign, 

That the hare, tho? a ſtout one, begins to decline: 

A chace of two hours, or more, ſhe has led ; 

She's down, look about you—they have her—ſhe's 
dead. 

How glorious a death ! to be honour'd with ſounds 

Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of hounds. 


% 


; ow | 9 SONG, 
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S O N G. 


Tur ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
gold, 
And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 


behold: | 
How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 


And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay 

With the ſports of the field there's no — can 
vie, 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
Court, 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Thecit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunt s fame, 


The poet a dinner, the patriot a name, 
And 
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And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe; 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy, hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health, 
With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands to 
roam, 
And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home; 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


—— — ü —— 


S O N G. 


Tre early horn ſalutes the morn 
That gilds this charming place, 
With chearful cries bids Echo riſe, 
And join the jovial chace, 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal floods, 
All return the enliv'ning found. 


————— — — 


S O N G. 


\ ' ITH horns and with hounds I awaken the 

day, 
And hie to my woodland walks away ; 
| | I tuck 
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I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon ; 

With ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro' the ſky, 
And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


—— . __ 


S O N G. 


Away to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day, 
The hounds are all eager the ſport ro embrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew ; 
While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue. 


How charming the ſight when Aurora firſt dawns, 

To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns ; 

To welcorne the ſun, now returning from reſt, 

Their matins they chant as they merrily queſt. 
Then hark, &c. 


But oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 

To ſtart juſt as Phoebus peeps over the hills; 

While joyous from valley to valley reſounds 

The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark, &c, i | 


Sec 
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See how the brave hunters, with courage elate, 

Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate, 

Borne by their bold courſers no danger they fear, 

And give to the winds all vexation and care. 
Then hark, &c. 


Je cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 

And ſcorn the dull pleaſures of ſleeping in down; 

Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 

Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health. 
Then hark, &c. 


— — — 
$. -Q N 4 


Cone rouſe from your trances ! 
The fly morn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, 
While the fox from the break lifts his head 
Now creeping, 
Now peeping, 
The fox from the break lifts his head; 
Each away to his ſteed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhipers, follow, 
For the chace all prepare, 
See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet halloo! 


Hark 
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"Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 
See Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o' er the plain, 
Now they dart down the lane, 
And the hills, woods, and vallies reſound: 
With daſhing, ; 
And ſplaſhing, | 
The hills, wood and vallies reſound: 
Then away with full ſpeed, 
Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, follow ; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, 
If you ſtop you're too late, 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo 


S O. N G. 


a Do you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of the 
horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſures decline? 
For ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, and ere it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join. 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies ; 

While hounds in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till he dies. | 


D Then 


From valley to valley re-echoes the cry: 
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Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields, 
Both willing and joyous repair ; 

No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields. 
Than chaſing the fox or the hare, 


For fuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman 
attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found; 
For when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


SY *S . W — 1 PR * . 
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bo N 6. 


HX. hark ye, how echoes the horn in the 


vale, 
Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, 
To charm us to barter for ignoble reſt 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt, 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of the huntſman is hark, hark away, 
Then wherefore defer we one moment our joys? 


Haſte, haſte, lets away, ſo to horſe my brave r. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 


Where meaner delights to more noble give place? 
While onward we preſs, and each forrow defy, 


Oup 
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Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, 

We bound o'er the _lawn, and look back on old © 
Care; 

Forgetful of Abou, we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 


c 


SON G. 


Wurde Phcebus the . of the hills does 
adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſoutid of hte echoing horn, 
When the antling ſtag is rous'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears nimbiy ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain; 
But flill we purſue and now come in view of the 
glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed + 

But oh! 'tis in vair that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries, 5 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he hedvily flies, 

And he pants, till with well- ſcented hounds fur- 

rounded he dies. 


of 5 | SONG. 
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Lr the gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run, 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
Jenvy them not, 
While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


3-0 I. 


Cos, ye ſportſmen ſo brave, who delight in 
the field, 
Where the bud-barren mountains freſh raptures can 
yield, ED. 
With the health-breathing chace rouſe the ſoul with 
delight, | 
With the jolly God, Bacchus, be jovial at night. 
ORE © ee See 
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See the high mettled ſteeds ! where ſnorting they 
fly! 
While, ſtaunch, the dogs cover the ground in full 
cry | 
While ſtaunch, while ſtaunch, the dogs cover the 
ground in full cry ! 


How can ye, my boys, from ſuch ſports now refrain, 
When the horn's chearful ſound calls you forth to 
the plain ? 
Poor Puſley ! ſhe flies, and ſeems danger to ſcorn, 
Then redoubles her ſpeed as ſhe bounds o'er the 
lawn. 


See the high mettled ſteeds, &c. 


She has cunningly cheated the ſcent of the hounds; 


Through hedge-rows ſhe creeps, and ſcu!ks o'er 
the downs : 


Bruſh them in, my bold hearts ! ſhe fits panting 
for breath ! 
The victim is ſeiz'd—Hark ! the horn ſounds her 
death, 
See the high- mettled ſteeds, &c. 


— 
—— * — 


S ON G. 


Last Valentine's day when bright Phoebus 
ſhone clear, 


L had not been hunting for more than a year: 
I mounted 


. 
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J mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him 
bound, 
For I heard the hounds challenge, and horns 
ſweetly ſound, 
Talco taleo talco taleo taleo taleo taleo. 


Hallo into covert, old Anthony cries, 

No ſaoner he ſpoke, but the fox, Sir, he ſpies; 

This being the ſignal he then ctack'd his whip, 

Taleo was the word, and away we did leap. 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not 4 
pin, 

He ſprang at the drain, but his horſe fumbled f in; 

And as he crept out, why be ſpy'd the old Ren', 

With his tongue hanging out, ſtealing home to his 
den. 


Taleo, &c. 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as good 
As ever broke covert, or daſhed through the 
wood 3 | | 
Old Reynard runs hard, but mult certainly die, 
Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cty, 
Taleo, &c. 


The hounds they had run twenty miles now or 

more, 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and fwore, 
| But 
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But Reynard being ſpent ſoon muſt give up the 
ghoſt, 
Which will heighten our joys when we come to 
each toaſt. 
Taleo, &c, 


The day's ſport being over the horns we will 
ſound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 
So fill up your glaſſes and chearfully drink, 
To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhriak, 
Taleo, &c. | 


8-0 w*n” 


Bacur dawns the day with roſy face, 
That calls the huptery to the chace. 


With muſical horn, 
Salute the gay morn, 

Theſe jolly companions ta cheer ; 
With enliv'ning ſounds, | 
Encourage the hounds, 

To rival the ſpeed of the deer, 
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If you find out his lair, c 
To the woodlands repair. 

Hark! hark! he's unharbour'd they cry; 
Then fleet o'er the plain, 
We gallop amain, 

All, all is a triumph of joy. 


O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
The welkin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert behind, 


Adieu to old Care, 
Pale Grief and Deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 
Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 
pad wretches that lag in the rear. 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize: 
The welkin reſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn winds his knell, and he dies. 


SONG, 


S O N. 


Wird Pheœbus begins juſt to peep O er the 
hills, 
With horns we awaken the day, 
And rouſe, brother ſportſmen, who ſluggiſhly ſleep, 
With hark! to the woods hark ! away: 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, 
How ſweetly it echoes around ; 
And high mettled ſteeds with their neighings all 
ſeem 


With pleaſure to echo the ſound, 


Behold when fly' Reynard, with panic and dread, 
At diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound; 

The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 
Hark! the horns ! O how ſweetly they ſound ; 

Now on to the chace, o'er hills and o' er dales, 
All dangers we nobly defy; 

Our nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll purſue, 
With ſhquts that reſound to the ſky. 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies ; 

Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor is ſeiz d on and dies: 

With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With drink crown the ſports of the day; 

Then to reſt we recline, till the horn calls again, 

Then away to the woodlands, away. 

E SONG. 
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Now the hill-tops are burniſh'd with azure and 
gold, | 

And the proſpect around us moſt bright to behold f 

The hounds are all trying the mazes to trace, 

The ſteeds are all neighing, and pant for the chace. 
Then rouſe, each true ſportſman, and join at the 
dawn, : 

The fong of the hunters, and ſound of the horn. 


Health braces the nerves and gives joy to the face, 
Whilſt over the heath we purſue the fleet chace; 
See, the downs now we leave, and the coverts ap- 
pear, 
As eager we follow the fox or the hare, 
Then rouſe, &c. 


Wherever we go, pleaſure waits on us ſtill, 

If we ſink in the valley, or riſe on the hill; 

O' er hedges and ditches we valiantly fly, 

For fearleſs of death we ne' er think we ſhall die, 
Then rouſe, &c. 


From ages long paſt, by the poets we're told, 

That hunting was lov'd by the ſages of old; 

That the ſoldier and huntſman were both on a par, 

And the health-giving chace made them bold in 
the. war, 


Then rouſe, &c. | 
When 
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When the chace is once over, away to the bowl, 

The full flowing bumpers ſhall chear up the ſoul; 

Whilſt jocund our ſongs ſhall with choruſſes ring, 

And toaſts to our laſſes, our country and King. 
Then rouſe, &c. 


———— . — 


3 


Sox, ſound the briſk horn, 
"Twill enliven the morn, 

And nature repleniſh with glee, 
The vallies around 
Shall rejoice at the ſound, 

And join in the chorus with me. 


Let ladies each night, 

In cards take delight, | 
And ſuch dull amuſements embrace, 

At noon then ariſe, 

Unknown to the joys 
Of the health-giving, health-giving chace, 


But while they're content, 
Why let them frequent 
The playhouſe, the park or the ball; 
The pleaſures I chuſe, 
My time to amuſe, 
Are greatly ſuperior to all 
E 2 SONG 
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On the lawns, up the hills, as with ardour 
we bound, 
Led on by the loud ſounding horn, 
Kind breezes ſtill greet us, with chearfulneſs 
crown'd, 
And joyful we meet the ſweet morn. 
Roſy health blooms about us with natural grace, 


Whilſt echo re-echo'd enlivens the chace. 


Should all the gay larks as they ſoar to the ſky 
Their notes in a concert unite, 

The muſic of hounds when ſet off in full cry, 
Would give a more tuneful delight, 


Roſy health, &c. 


'Tis over, *tis over, a pleaſure divine, 
Freſh air and full exerciſe yield, 
At night, my good friends, o'er the juice of the 
vine, 
We'll ſing to the ſports of the field. 
Roſy health, &c. 


SONG. 


OF THE CHACE, 
SON G. 


RECITATIVE. 


Haz? the horn calls away ; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 


Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


A I R, 


From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun-beams adorn 


The wild heath and the mountains ſo high; 


Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 

By encount'ring the pard or the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urged the chace, 


And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. | 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reyeal'd, 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 
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With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods! how great the delight 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 


Now to horſe my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


—— .. — —U—— 
S0 
ee 


Tur chace was o'er, Actæon ſought a ſeat, 
To ſhade him from the rage of mid-day heat: 
His fainting dogs, with toil and thirſt oppreſt, 
Long'd for the cooling ſtream and freſh'ning reſt, 
As on the hunter wandered, 

Diana and her nymphs appeared undreſt : 

Whilſt ſtreams nor nymphs could fave her from his 
ſight, | | | 

Thus try'd the youth to ſpeak, appall'd with fright. 


AIX. 
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AIX. 


O think me not, Goddeſs, to blame, 
J lurk'd not thoſe charms Yeſpy ; 

By chance to this covert I came, 
And fate is more faulty than I. 

All weary with hunting I ſtrove 

To hide me from Phcebus's ray; 
Forgive me thus deſtin'd to rove, 
O let me now win back my way. 


RECITATIVE 


Enrag'd the Goddeſs thus beſpoke the ſwain, 
Who ſu'd for pity, and had ſu'd in vain: 


AIX. 


Raſh youth! your mad folly you ſoon ſhall deplore, 
No mortal thus naked has ſeen me before, 
Leſt you tell where you've been, 
Boaſt of what you have ſeen, 
Bold hunter, here know 
That Diana's your foe, 
That for this you ſhall never again ſee me more; 
You ſhall branch out with horns, bound with ſwift- 
running feet, 
No longer a man but a ſtag all complete. 
Your hounds in full cry, 
Shall purſue as you fly, 
Chace you all the long day, 
Till they make you their prey, 
Since your eyes dar'd to glance tow'rds Diana's 
retreat, 
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Over mountains ſee him bound, 
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S ON G. 


RECITATIVE. 


Wenn firſt Aurora gilds the eaſtern hills, 
And on the ground her glitt'ring dew-drop ſpills, 
The ſwelling horn ſalutes the riſing day, 

Pleas'd with the ſound, all nature looks more gay, 
The drowſy huntſman, freed from Morpheus chain, 
With dogs and horſes ſcatter all the plain: 
From his cloſe paddock ſtarts the frighted deer, 
Old earth ſcarce feels him in his ſwift carcer, 


&A I Ro 


Lighter than the fleeting wind; 
Woods and vallies echo round. 
While he leaves them far behind, 
Now fainting with toil, 
He takes the cool ſoil, 
But there finding refuge in vain, 
He ſeeks the wide lawns once again, 
The ſtaunch op'ning hounds have at length feiz'd 
their prize, 
What joy reigns around, 
When brought to the ground, 
And the horn ſounds his knell as he ſtruggling dies, 
Our ſports at an end, 
The ev'ning we ſpend, 
In innocent mirth and good cheer ; 
Like bold Robin Hood, 
Our prey is our food, 
And liquor old Engliſh brown beer. 
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KUUCTIEARTIVAE 


Haz the horn ſalutes the ear, 
The hunters ready, morning clear; 
Come the happy hours embrace, 
Join the ever jovial chace. 


AI R. 
See the ſtag how he bounds 
O'er the neighbouring grounds, 
His ſpeed ſtill increas'd by his fear; 
Hills and dales are ſoon paſt, 


See his ſwiftneſs ſo vaſt, | 
The huntſmen he leaves in the rear, 


'Twas Nimrod of old; 
By the poets we're told, 
Began firſt the ſports of the chace, 
Tho' ſo great was his fame, 
There's a ſlur on his name, 
As men he purſued in the race. 


But ſuch tyrants the chace 
Will its pleaſures diſgrace, 


Let friendſhip ſhall ſtill be our guide; ö 
With the ſound of the horn, 
Call forth each in the morn; 


Our ſports there ſhall nothing divide. 


1 
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But again he's in view, 
And we nearer purſue, 

His ſpirits decreaſe as he flies; 
Now they've pulFd him to ground, 
And the dogs have him bound, 

Ah! ſee how he trembles and dies. 


Now our pleaſure's complete, 
Hark, the horn founds retreat, 
Our ſport does our health ſtill maintain; 
To the bowl next away, 
We'll with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again. 


$ 0% cs 


Left. 


Tur roſy morn with crimſon dye, 
Had newly ting'd the eaſtern ſky, 

The feather'd race on every ſpray, 

Sweet warbled to the God of day. 

When chaſte Diana, goddeſs bright, 
From balmy ſlumber ſpringing light, 
Wak'd all her nymphs from pleaſing reſt, 
And thus her ſylvan train addreſs'd, 
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AIX. 


From this high mount with me deſcend, 
And hey to the joys of the chace; 
O'er hill and dale our flight we'll bend, 
And match the fleet ſtag in our pace. 
My filver bow is ready ſtrung, 
My golden quiyer is graceful hung, 
Away my nymphs, away, away, 
Let ſhouts to the welkin reſound, 
And ſhe who ſtrikes the deſtin'd prey, 
Shall queen of the foreſt be crown'd. 


RECITATIVE. 


TE whiſtling plowman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, | 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 

Loud Tings the black-bird thro' reſounding groves, 

And the lark foars to meet the riſing ſun, 


AIX. 


Away, to the copſe lead away, 

And now, my boys, throw off the hounds ; 
IU warrant he'll ſhew us ſome play; 
See yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
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Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke 'em, my 


bloods ; 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn ; 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each earth ſec he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find, 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
O'er rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 


All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue ; 


His ſpeed can no longer avail, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain that hg 


MW | 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn, 


The farmer with pleaſure beholds him lie dead, 
And ſhouts to the ſound of the horn. 


5 o N 6. 
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RECITATIVE. 


Now peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 
In different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 
The milkmaid's carol glads the ploughman's ear, 
The jolly huntſman winds his chearful horn, 

And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute, 


AIX. 


The hounds are unkenneled, and now, 
Thro' the. copſe and the furz will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that mult bleed. 
I told you ſo, didn't 1? ſee where he flies; 
*T was Bellman that open'd, fo ſure the fox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound, 
Encourage the hound, 


And float through the echoing ſkies. 


RECITATIV E, 


'The chace begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering courſe retard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey, 
Then—to the ſportive ſquire's capacious bowl. 


A I R, 


O'er that ang old beer of his own, 
Bright and wholeſome — we'll jovially ſing, 
Drink fucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the King. 
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And next we will fill to Jove's favourite ſcene, 
The rich Iſle of Saints, Old England I mean, 
Where men, horſes and hounds, 
Can be ſtopp'd by no bounds, 
For no ſpot on the earth e er bred ſportſmen ſo keen, 


_— —o——— — 


p ON 8. 


Mumu, admit me of thy crew, 
To liſten how the hounds and horn, 
Chearly rouſe the ſlumb'ring morn, 
From the ſide of ſome hoar hill, 
Thro' the high wood echoing ſtill, 


8 0 N 8. 


Rousx. rouſe, jolly ſportſmen, the hounds arę 
all out, 
The chace is begun, I declare; 
Come up and to horſe, let us follow the rout, 
And join in the chace of the hare. 
Hark ! hark! don't you hear they are now in the 
dale, 
The horn, how melodious it ſounds ! 
Poor Puls in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 
And fly from the cry of the hounds, 


Though 
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Though up to the hills and the mountains ſhe ſcales, 
Whoſe tops ſeem to join to the ſky; 

We mount in the air like a kite in a gale, 
And follow the hounds in full cry, 

Though into the copſe there for refuge ſhe flies, 
We kill her, tis twenty the odds; 

While echo farrounds us with hooting and cries, | 
We ſeem to converſe with the Gods, 


Our freedom with conſcience is never alarm'd, 
We are ſtrangers to envy and ſtrife ; 

When bleſs'd with a wife, we return to her arms, 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal life. 

Our days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 
Which kings and their courtiers ne'er taſte. 

In pleaſures of love we revel all night, 
Next morning return to the chace. 


————————_— — — 


Ss @.N 6. 


Las a jolly huntſman, 
My voice is ſhrill and clear, 
Well known to drive the ſtag, 
And the drooping dogs to cheer. 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 


leave my bed by times, 
Before the morning grey ; 
Let looſe my dogs, and mount a horſe, 
And hallo, come away, &c. | 
The 
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The game's no ſooner rous'd, 


But in ruſh the chearful cry, 
Thro' buſh and brake, o'er hedge and flake, 
The frighted beaſt does fly, &c. 


In vain he flies to covert, 
A num'rous pack purſue, 
That never ceaſe to trace his ſteps, 
Ev'n though they've loſt the view, &c. 


There's Scentwell and Finder, 
Dogs never known to fail, 

To hit off with humble noſe, 
But with a lofty tail, &c, 


To Scentwell, hark ! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins, 

Whip in the dogs, my merry rogues, 
And give your horſe the reins, &c. 


Hark! forward how they eo it, 

The view they'd loſt they gain; 
Tantivy, high and low, 

Their legs and throats they ſtrain, Ke. 


There's Ruler and Counteſs, 
That moſt times lead the field, 
Traveller and Bonnylaſs, 
To none of them will vield, &c. 
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Now Ducheſs bits it foremoſt, 
Next Lightfoot leads the way, 


And Toper bears the bell, 
Each dog will have his day, &c, 


There's Mufic and Chanter, 
Their nimble trebles try; 

While Sweetlips and Tunewell, 
With counters clear reply, &c. 


There's Rockwood and Thunder, 
That tongue the heavy baſs; 

Whilſt Trowler and Ringwood, 
Wich tenors crown the chace, &c. 


Now ſweetly in full cry 
Their various notes they join, | 
Gods ! what a concert's here, my lads ! 
Tis more than half divine, &c. 


The woods, rocks, and mountains, 
Delighted with the ſound, 
To neighb'ring dales and fountains 
Repeating, deal it round, &c, G 


A glorious chace it is, 

We drove him many a mile, 
O'er hedge and ditch, we go thro' Rtitcli; 
And hit off many a foil, &c, 


G 
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And yet he runs it ſtoutly, 
How wide, how ſwift he ſtrains, 
With what a ſkip he took that leap, 
And ſcours 1t o'er the plains, &c. 


See how our horſes foam ! 
The dogs begin to droop, 
With winding horn, on ſhoulder born, 


*Tis time to cheer them up, &c. 


{ Sounds Tantivy.] 


Hark! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Cheer up my merry dogs all; 


To Tatler, hark; he holds it ſmart, 5 
And anſwers every call, Cc. 


Co co there, drunkard Snowball, 
Gadzooks ! whip Bomer in; 

We'll die i' th' place, ere quit the chace, 
Till we've made the game our own, &c, 


Up yonder ſteep T'll follow, 
Beſet with craggy ſtones ; 
My Lord, cries Jack, you dog ! come back, 
Or elſe you'll break your bones, &c. 


Huzza! he's almoſt down, 
He begins to ſlack his courſe, 

He pants for breath ; I'll in at's death, 
Or elle I'll kill my horſe, &c. 
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See, now he takes the moors, 
And ſtrains to reach the ſtream ; 
He leaps the flood, to cool his blood, 
And quench his thirſty flame, &c. 


He ſcarce has touch'd the bank, 
The cry bounce finely in, 

And ſwiftly ſwim acroſs the ſtream, 
And raiſe a glorious din, & . 


His legs begin to fail, 
His wind and ſpeed is gone, 

He ſtands at bay, and gives 'em play, 
He can no longer run, &c, 


Old Hector long behind, 
By uſe and nature bold, 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's hold, &c, 


He traverſes his ground, 
Advances and retreats, 

Gives many hound a mortal wound, 
And long their force defeats, &c. 


He bounds, and ſprings, and ſnorts, 
And ſhakes his branched head, 
*Tis ſafeſt, fartheſt off, I ſee, 
Poor Tallbey is lain dead, &c. 


1220 M7 Vain 


nl 
4 


— . 
2 - 
— 


: PS - 
Ms» 8 
15 
= 
- 
1 4 
P * 
N * 
d. 
: 
, : 
* 
= 
= 1 is 
: 
= 
, : 
= 
= = 
o 
* 
” 
1 
* 
„ 
'' $ 
1 » 
- 
Tt 
- 
'S 1 
* 
1 I 
? 
+ ' In 
1 2 
„ 
[2 4 | 
"&.* 4 11 
—* 
* TP. 
$77, 
ZE 
TH 7? 
'® Bf! 
s 3 
[4 - 


n 
— — 


. 
— 
- + 4 
-- 6 ee e_—_ 
- — « —— 2 
— . - * 
=þ P 5 = 
— * vn 
we 2 
* 9 — 
" * — — 
— N 2 


— IEL 


55 NIMRODs SONGS 


Vain are heels and antlers, 
With ſuch a pack ſet round, 
Spite of his heart, ſeize every part, 
And pull him fearleſs down, &c. 


Ha! dead, ware dead, whip off, 
And take a ſpecial care; 

Diſmount with ſpeed, and cut his throat, 
Leſt they his haunches tear, cc. 


The ſport is ended now, 
| We're laden with the ſpoil ; ; 
As home we paſs, we talk O th' chace, 
Oerpaid for all our toil, 
And a hunting, &c. 


S O N G. 


Ye: fluggards who murder your life time in fleep, 
Awake and purſue the fleet hare; 

From life ſay what joy, ſay what pleaſure you reap, 
That ere could with hunting compare: 

When Phcebus begins to enlighten the morn, 
The huntſman attended by hounds 

Reoices and glows at the ſound of the horn, 

Whilſt woods the ſweet echo reſounds, 


The 
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The courtier, the lawyer, the prieſt have in view, 
Nay ev'ry profeſſion the ſame, 

But ſportſmen, ye mortals, no pleaſures purſue, 
Than ſuch as accrue from the game. | 

While drunkards are pleas'd in the joys of the cup, 
And turn into day ev'ry night ; 

At the break of each morn the huntſman is up, 

And bounds o'er the Iawns with delight. 


Then quickly, my lads, to the foreſt repair, 
O'er dales and o'er vallies let's fly; 
For who can, ye gods, feel a moment of care, 
When each joy will another ſupply : | 
Thus each morning, each day, in rapture we paſs, 
And deſire no 1 to ſhare; 
But at night to refreſh with the bottle and glaſs, 
And feed on the ſpoil of the hare. 


— ——— — rmamm——_—_—_—_—_—_—_ 
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Har: for ſure I hear the horns melodions 
ſound; | 

Then come, come, come, join in 

The chearful merry din 

Of the hounds in concert ſhrill, 

Heard round from hill to hill. 
All ſhall join in jolly ſong, 
Noble ſports to us belong ; 
Hail the morning's ruddy face, 
Now begins the ſprightly chace. 
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Then out ſcouts Reynard ſtrong 
And nimbly darts along, 
To climb the neighb'ring hill, 
Or leap the purling rill, 

All ſhall join, &c. 


Boys, follow then with ſpeed, 
As we have thus agreed; 
Then come, come, mend your pace, 
And follow briſk the chace. 
All ſhall join, &c. 


We ſoon ſhall ſee him lag, 

Like deer or hunted ſtig; 

Then preſs him hard, my bloods, 

We'll drive him to the floods, 
All ſhall join, &c. 


Ofer floods, o'er rocks and hills, 

And over purling rills, 

We will purſee the game, 

Till Reynard tour we tame. 
All ſhall join, &c. 


Ah! ſce in vain his flight, 

His heart is broken quite; 

And as he gaſping lies, 

He pants, he pants, and dies, 
All ſhall join, &c. 


SON G 
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S O NG. 


VI ſportſmen all, 

Attend to the call, 
The welcome call of the chearſul horn; 

Quit buſineſs for pleaſure, 

Nor thirſt after treaſure, 
But purchaſe new life from the ſweets of the mor, 
See now dapple Bay in his foin waxeth grey, 
And white lily ſtops, with the ſcent in his chaps, 
And now nimbly ſhe bounds from the cry of the 

hounds. | 

- Then boys, haſte away, 

Without further delay, 

Tis with pleaſures like theſe that we hail the new 


day. 


Whilſt cares of ſtate 
Attend the great, 
And courtiers prey on their country's wealth, 
No ſtately ambition, 
Or ſickly condition, 
Diſturbs our repoſe, recreations, or health. 
The fop, vainly proud of his delicate ſelf, 
The miſer, who doats on his ill-gotten pelt, 
And the lover who ſighs, ogles, flatters, and lies, 
Would they hither repair, they need not deſpair 


Of enjoying ſweet life, with a mind free from care. 
| SONG. 
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S 0 N *G6. 
Reisr, riſe, brother bucks, ſee kow ruddy's the 


morn, 
Diana's been long on the plain; 
Hark, hark, tis the ſound of the hounds and the 
horn, 
Repeated by echo again. 
Then, to horſe, my brave boys, to the chace let's 
away, 
For the pleaſures of hunting admit no delay. 


If our hounds, when. they're dragging the wood- 
lands around, 
Unkennel the fox from his den : 
Or if, when they're trailing along on the ground, 
A puſs ſhould be ſtarted—O then, 
So ho, cries our huntſman, ſo ho, ſhe's in view, 
Then with hounds in full cry we the paſtime purſue; 


But if we would meet with an out-lying deer. 
The paſtime ſo royal we'll rouſe ; 
Purſue him till ſlain where he flies without fear, 
And ne&'er the glad ſight of him loſe. 
Neither hedges nor ditches ſhall ſet us our bounds ; 
If our horſes are good we'll keep up with the hounds, 
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When our day's ſport is over then home we'll return, 
To enjoy our dear bottle and glaſs, 

And all be as ready as ever next morn 

To go back to the jovial chace. 

Thus Nimrod's diverſion we'll keep in renown, 
And each night with a bumper our day's ſport 
we'll crown. 


S. 0 N 


How ſoft glides the ſtream the gay meadows 
along, 

The birds all how chearful, how tuneful their ſong, 
How Flora the meads with her gifts doth adorn, 
The violet, the roſe, and the fair blooming thorn ; 
And hark ! ſtill to heighten the joys of this place, 
The ſound of the horn ipeaks the hounds are in 
chace, 


See over yon clover the hare {wiftly flies, 

While the hunters purſue her with clamorous eries ; 
Halte, haſte, then away, let us join in the ſport, 
Leap the banks, fly the gates, to yon covert reſort; - 
There trembling ſhe lies, panting, gaſpins for breath, 
Let's follow with ſpeed to be in at the death. 


"Tis done, ſhe is breathleſs, now home we repair, 
While peals loud, triumphant, reſound thro? the air; 
H | Not 
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Not a hill, or a valley, or cavern around, 

Vhore Echo reſides, br:t repeats the glad found ; 
Wh e Picebus well: pleas'd the gay proſpect ſurveys, 
And ſtreaks the fair morn with his brighteſt of rays. 


Thus bleſs'd with the pleaſures the country affords, 
Content with our ſtations, more happy than Lords, 
With hearts true and loyal we jovially ſing, 

Not troubled with cares from ambition that ſpring, 
While the courtier is eagerly hunting a place, 

We jocundly join in the ſports of the chace. 


S U 3.0. 


Ler the ſlave of ambition and wealth 
On the frolic of fortune depend, 
I aſk but old claret and health, 
A pack of good hovnils and a friend. 
In fuch real joys will be found, 
True happineſs centers in theſe ; 
While each moment that dances around 
Is crowu'd Wich conteatment and eaſe, 


Old claret can drive away care, 
Health ſmiles on our days as they roll; 
What can with true ſriendſhip compare? 
And a tal; I love from my ſoul. 
The 
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Then up with your bumpers my boys, 
Each hour that flies we'll improve; 
A heel-tap's a ſpy on our joys 
Here's to fox-hunting, friendſhip, and love, 


—— . 
8s ON 6. 
RECITATIVE. 


N OW faintly glimm'ring in the eaſt 
Sol brings on the ling'ring morn, 

As loth to quit fair Thetis' breaſt, 

While dew beſpangles ev'ry thorn, 
The herald lark ſalutes the ſkies, 
And bids the jocund ſportſman riſe, 


AIR 


Hark! the chace is begun, 
See, yonder they run, 

And fleet as the wind the ſtag flies; 
O'er mountain and dale, 
Thro' woodland and vale, 

His purſuers awhile he defies, 


But in vain is his ſpeed, 
They faſter proceed, 
In hopes to o'ertake him anon; 
While echo around 
With the horn and the hound, 
Reſponſive replies Ton-ta-ron , 
H 2 
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Thus we pleaſure obtain, 
Without ſickneſs or pain, 
What ruddinefs ſmiles on each face; 
Ye jemmies prepare, 
Mount the ſteed if you dare, 
And overtake health in the chace. 


S O NG 


Tus ſweet roſy morning 
Peeps over the hills, 

With bluſhes adorning 
The meadows and fields ; 

The merry, merry, merry horn 
Calls come, come, come away, 

Awake from your ſlumbers 


And hail the new day. 


The ſtag rous'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 

And pants to the chorus 
Of hounds in full cry ; 

Then follow, follow, follow, follow 
The muſical chace, 

Where pleaſure and vigour, 


With health you embrace, 


* 
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The day's ſport when over, 
Makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover 
Freſh charms for the night. 
Then let us now enjoy 
All we can while we may, 
Let love crown the night, 
As our ſports crown the day. 


* 1 - 


. 
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\ \ HEN chearful day began to dawn, 
While Cupid ſtill his pillow preſs'd, 
Diana rous'd by hounds and horn, 
Her gentle virgins thus addreſs'd, 


AIX. 


Hark away, hark away to the merry ton'd horn, 
While che hounds chearful cries awaken the morn, 
Diana herſelf rules the ſports of to- day, 

And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away. 


With cautious ſteps avoid the bow'r, 
Where wily Cupid ſleeping lies ; 

Fond nymphs, you'll rue the fatal hour, 
Should Love our ſpotleſs train ſurpriſe. 


Hark away, &c, 
Love 
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Love will promiſe and deceive, 
Leading youthful hearts aſtray, 
But the joys our paſtimes give 
Are jocund, innocent, and gay. 
Hark away, &c. 


S O N G. 


* 0 HEN Sol from the eaſt had illumin'd the 
ſpher ©, 
And gilded the lawns and the riv'lets ſo clear, 

I roſe from my tent, and like Richard, I call'd 
For my horſe, and my hounds too, loudly I bawl'd. 
Hark forward, my. boys, Billy Meadows he cried, 
No ſconcr he ſpoke than old Reynard he ſpied; 
Overjoy'd at the ſight we began for to ſkip, 
Ton-ta-ron went the horn and ſmack went the whip, 


2 
43 2 . err. 
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Tom Bramble ſcour'd fort h, when almoſt to his chin 
O'er leaping a ditch—by the Lord, he leap'd in; 
When juſt as it hap'd, but the ly maſter Ren', 
Was ſneakingly haſt'ning to make to his den ; 
Then away we purſu'd, broke covert and wood, 
Not a quickſet nor thickſet our pleaſure withſtood, 
So ho! maſter Reynard, Jack Rivers he cried, 
Old Ren' you ſhall die, Daddy Hawthorn replied. 


— - 
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All gay as the lark the green woodland we trac'd, 
While the merry ton'd horn inſpir'd as we chac'd 
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No longer poor Reynard his ſtrength could he boaſt, 

To the hounds he knock'd under and gave up the 
ghoſt. i 

The ſports of the fie when concluded and o'er, 

We ſound the horn beck again over the moor; 

At night take the glais, and moſt chearily ſing, 

The fox-hunters round, not forgetting the King. 


——G@CCOC kk OC mo m——_—— 


SONG 


Hua the huntſman's begun to ſound the 
ſhrill horn, 
Come quickly unkennel your hounds ; 
"Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden-ey'd morn, . 
We'll chace the Fox over the grounds. | 


See yonder ſits Reynard, ſo crafty and ly, 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace; 

The hounds have a ſcent and are in full cry, 
They long to be giving him chace. 


The huntſmen are mounted, the ſteed feels the ſpur, 
And quickly they ſcour it along ; 

Rapid after the fox runs each muſical cur, 
Follow, follow, my boys, is the ſong. 


O'er mountains and valleys we ſkim it away, 

Now Reynard's almoſt out of ſight ; 
But ſooner than loſe him we'll ſpend the whole day 
In hunting, for that's our delight. 
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By eager purſuing we'll have him at laſt, 
He's too tir'd, poor rogue, down he lies; 


Now ſtarts up afreſh, and young Snap has him faſt, 


He trembles, kicks, ſtruggles and dies, 


— — __—_—_ 


80 — 
To chace o'er the plain the fox or the hare, 


Such pleaſures no ſport can e' er bring, 
It baniſhes ſorrow and drives away care, 
And makes us more bleſt than a King; 
And makes us more bleſt than a King. 
Whenever we hear the ſound of the horn, 
Our hearts are tranſported with joy; 
We riſe and embrace at the dawn of the morn, 
A paſtime that never can cloy. 


O'er furrows and hills our game we purſue, 
No danger our breaſt can invade ; 

The hounds in full cry our joys will renew 
An increaſe of pleaſures diſplay'd : 

The freedom our conſcience never alarms, 
We live free from envy and ſtrife ; 

If bleſt with a ſpouſe, return to her arms, 
Sport, ſweetneſs, and conjugal life. 


The courtier who toils o'er matters of ſtate, 
Can ne'er ſuch an happineſs know; 

The grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great, 
Can ne'er ſuch a comfort beſtow . 


OF THE CHACE: 65 


Our days paſs away in ſcenes of delight, 
Our pleaſures ne'er taken amiſs : 

We hunt all the day, and revel all night, 
What joy can be greater than this, 


— — 2 ——— Uj——ͤ— 


SONG. 


Evxv mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 

Some to White's run for play, ſome to Batſon's fot 
news; 

At Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 

And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichals's noiſe: 

But ſuch idle amuſement's I'll carefully ſhun, 

And my pleaſures confine to my dog and my gun. 


Soon as Pheebus has finiſh'd his Summer”; career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſpandman's care. 
When Roger and Nell have enjoyed harveſt home, 
And their labours being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its folli-s I run, 
And I range o'er the fields with my dog and my 


gun. 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command, 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down my 
bird, 

I've a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 

I No 
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No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the fun, 
Can be equal to mine with my dog and my gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I re- 
pair 

And I bruſh thro! the thickets devoid of all fear; 

There J exerciſe frecly my levelling ſkill, 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag often 
fill; 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 
ſhun, 

My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpanicls ne'er babble, they're under command ; 

Some range et a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand; 

If a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they ſpring, 

With heart chearing notes how they make the woods 
ring ! 

Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 

My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 

And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay ; 

Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend « 
part, 

For my iriends to oblige is the pride of my heart; 

Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 

And my plcaſures confine to my dogs and my gun, 


SONG 
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S O N . 


RECITATIVE. 


Awak p by the horn, like the ſpring, deckt 
in green, 

Betimes in the morning the hunters are ſeen; 

With joy on each brow they enliven the place, 

And impatiently wait to join in the chace. 


AIR. 


From his cloſe covert rous'd, the ſtag ſwiftly flies, 
As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow; 
O'er rivers and mountains all danger defies, 
And fears nothing but man, his worſt foe, 


RECITATIVE., 


Now they trace him thro” the copſe, 
Panting, ſtrugglng—ſee ! he drops 
Hark! rude clamaurs rend the ſkies, 
While the dappled victim dies. 


AIX. 


Thus Britain's ſons, in Harry's reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 

Thro' ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of Alain, 
And triumph'd at his fall. 


I 2 CHORUS, 


i. 
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Now hoſtile foes alarm; arm, arm, Britannia, 
arm. 


SSCITATIY EL 


Then away to the ficld, 'tis great George gives the 
word 

Quit the horn for a trumpet, the whip for a ſword ; 

Like our valiant forefathers, ſtern death let us face, 

And be gloricus in war as we are in the chace. 


— — —— 
S ON G. 
Hax. the loud toned horn bids the ſportſ- 
man prepare, 
And the hounds woo him forth to the lawn, 


The huntſman ploclaims that the morning is fair, 
And Aurora with red ſtreaks the dawn. 


With pleaſure he hearkens the heart-ſoothing chear 
Shakes Morpheus and ſlumber away; 

While joyful he ſtarts, and with ſpeed doth appear 
The foremoſt to welcome the day. 


W ich the horn's jolly clangor he quickens the chace 
And fills up the vale with his joys ; | 

While his pleaſure full glowing, enlivens his face, 
And the hounds in full concert rejoice, 


From 
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From the ſportſman, ye drones, ye may learn how 
to live, 
Exempted from pain or diſeaſe; 
He'll ſhew, that the fields and the meadows wall 
give. 


That health which you barter for eaſe. 


S VF! 0 


Tur hounds are all out, and the morning does 
Pee 
Why, how now, you ſluggardly ſot! 
How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback arg got, 
My brave boys! 


I cannot get up, for the over night's cup, 
So terribly lies in my head ; 
Beſides, my wife cries, my dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy. 


Come on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer delay; 

The cry of the hounds, and the ſight of the hare, 
Will chace ail dull yapours away, 


My brave boys, 
SONG, 
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erer! Tie 


Har: from that cottage by the filent ſtream, 
How ſweet the ſwallow greets the riſing gleam 
Of light, that dawns upon the eaſtern hill, 
Tipping with grey the ſaiis of yonder mill; 
And hark! from the farm below, the watchful cock 
Warns the dull ſhepherd to unfold his flock ; 
His hurdled flocks the freſh'ning breeze inhale, 
And bleat for freedom, and the clover vale. 
Sce! how away the ſevering clouds are driven, 

low gay already ſeems the face of Heaven! 
Thot ruddy fireaks ſoretel the ſun is near, 
To drink the dew and glad our hemiſphere. 
©! Qi the ſons of diflipation know 
What calm delights from early riſing flow, 
They cave (with us) their down, and in the 

acids 
Imbibe the health that freſh Aurora yields. 
"KI; 
Now indolence ſnores upon pillows of down, 
Now infirmity, guilt, and diſeaſe, 


Envy the gentle repoſe of the clown, 
And in vain beg the bleſſings of calc, 


Will 
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Whilſt we honeſt fellows, who follow the chace, 
Of ſuch troubles are never poſſeſs d, 

The banner of health is diſplay'd in each face, 
To ſhew Peace holds the fort of the breaſt. 


Can the ſlaves of a court, can the miſer ſay this? 
Or the wretches who feed in diſtreſs ? 

O ! may ſuch ne'er taſte of our rational bliſs. 
Till, like us, they diſdain to oppreſs. 


KEBCITATIY Bo 


See! to the copſe how the dogs ſcud along, 
They've found out the drag of the for; 


And hark! how the huntſmen ride ſhouting along, 
He's now in the cover below. 


Let's follow the cry, he'll ſoon be in view, 
See ! yonder he ſculks o'er the glade; 

Spur your courſers, my lads, and briſkly purſue; 
Or's craft will our vengeance evade. 


A I R, 


The ſhepherd with joy views the chace, 
His lambs the vile traitor would fleece, 
The farmer, delighted, beholds his diſgrace, 
And thinks on his turkies and geeſe. 


The maids of the hamlet look gay ; 
The dames, o'er a noggin of ale, 

Tell what poultry of late was his prey, 
And wiſh the ſtaunch pack may prevail, 
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In queſt of the fleet-footed foe, 
As the hunters fly over the plain, 
Ev'ry breaſt feels a rapturous glow. 
Ev'ry tongue trills the jocular ſtrain. 


RERCITATIY Bo 


Far from the Eaſt had roll'd the glorious ſun, 

And thro' each well known haunt the fox had run; 

The ſtream he'd paſt, and the vaſt mountain's 
height, 

Seeking the dell where darkling brakes invite; 

There ſtrove to earth, but ſtrove to earth in vain, 

He breaks the covert, tries the lawns again; 

But, as he fled, the crafty ſpoiler found, 

Fleeting behind, the never fault'ring hound: 

Weary at length, he views the wide mouth throng, 

And drags in pain his mired bruſh along ; 

Now ſpent, he falls, rolling his haggard eyes ; 

And, ſavage like, he wounds, and ſnarling dies, 

Eager to view, the ſhouting train ſurround ; 

Hill, woods, and rocks, reverberate the ſound. 


/ 


AIX. 


Whilſt the huntſman exults to hunters around, 
And holds up the ſtrong-ſcented prize; 
Elated with conqueſt, each ſtaunch mettled 
hound, 


Sends a clam'rous peal to the ſkies ; 


The 
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The deep ſound of the horn, borne afar on the gale, 
Calls the ſportſmen thrown out to the pack; 
They meet round the ſpoil, if their courſers don't 
fail pt 
Then away, to regale, they ride chearfully back, 


RECITATIVE. 


Such are the manly pleaſures of the chace, 
Which Kings of old were eager to embrace: 
While o'er the champaign ran the courtly crew, 
The cheek was garniſh'd with a roſeat hue ; 
Then no pale Ganymede diſgrac'd the Court, 
And he was honour'd who moſt loy'd the ſport; 
No brooding malice there affail'd the breaſt, 

To cloud the brow, or poiſon mental reſt. 

Oh! glorious ſport, which can at once impart 
Health to the veins, and quiet to the heart. 


A I R, 
Our fathers of old lov'd the ſport, 
Our nobles rejoic'd in the chace ; 


They fled the intrigues of a Court, 
The heart-chearing toil to embrace. 


Their offspring was ruddy and ftout, 
Curſt lux'ry was yet in the bud; 

They ſcarce knew the pangs of the gout, 
Activity phyſic'd the blood. 
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A fribble they ſeldom could meet, 
But now how revers'd is the ſcene ! 

The creature's in every ſtreet, 
Erecting his butterfly mien. 


Could our anceſtors riſe from their graves, 
At the ſight of the gay ſpangled train, 
They'd fly the degenerate ſlaves, - 
And wiſh to be buried again. 


May ſuch never taſte of our joy, 
We hunters diſclaim the whole race ; 
Whilſt time over tea they deſtroy, 
We're loſt in the charms of the chace. 


CHORUS, 


All you who would follow the muſical horn, 

Go early to bed, and ſalute the young morn. 

Our ſports ſhall ſecure you the boſom's repoſe, 
And your cheek in old age wear the tint of the roſe, 
Your nerves ſhall be ſtrong, and feel, een in decay, 
The raptures enjoy'd by the young and the gay, 
Then hither come all, who would live long in health, 
A bleſſing the wiſe much eſteem before wealth, 


SON G., 
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VI ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; 

Mankind, tho' they blame, are all as eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. 

His Lordſhip, his Worſhip, his Honour, his Grace, 
A hunting continually go; 

All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

The huſband gets up, at the ſound of the horn, 
And rides to the Commons full ſpeed; 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 
The poet, too, often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
Wich hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 


While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we ſweep, 
Tho' prudes on our paſtime may frown, 

How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 

Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 

All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 


K 2 SQNG 


R 
Th, » 


75 NIMRODs SONGS 
8 ©. 

A Sweet-ſcented how and a ſimp'ring g young Cit, 

An artful attorney, a rake, and a wit, 

Set out on a journey in purſuit of her heart, 

Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at their art; 


And rous'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wit ſwore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble ſet out on the chace ; 
The cit with exactneſs made up his account, 


The rake told his conqueſt, how vaſt the amount. 


She laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe followed the echoing horn. 


The clamorous noiſe rous'd a jolly young ſwain, 

Hark forward, he cry:d, then bounc d o'er the 
plain. 

He diſtanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble, and beau, 

And won the fair nymph with hollo ! hillio ! 

Now together they ſing a ſweet hymn to the morn, 

Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


of .S O N . 


| © FG the hollow groves — 
Echo to the hunter's cry; 

Hark ! how all the vales reſounding 

To his chearing voice reply. 


— 
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Now fo ſwift, o'er hills aſpiring, 
He purſues the gay delight ; 
Diſtant woods and plains retiring -- 


Seem to vaniſh from his ſigh® | 
Hark ! the hollow groves, &c. A ad! 


S ̃ NN i 


Ser Phoebus begins to enliven the caſt, 
And ſee the grey dawn wears away; 
Come rouſe, fellow huntſman, relinquiſh dull reſt, 
And join in the ſports of the day ; 
No longer in ſloth let your ſenſes remain, - 
Untainted the ſweets of the morn;̃ * 
Drive ſlumber away, and make one in our train, 


To follow the ſound of the horn. 


What muſic to ours can for ſweetneſs compare, 
What ſports ſuch a pleaſure can yield? 
What ſcent fo refin'd as the new morning air ? 
What proſpe& ſo bright as the field? 
Let miſers for riches each tranſport forego, 
Midſt their treaſures diſtreſs'd and forlorn — 
We taſte ev'ry joy, and forget every woe 
So charming the ſound of the horn. 


Such pleaſures we feel, while from vanity free, 
Our hours paſs contented along; 
In innocent paſtime, in mirtu, and in glee, 


Wich ahearty repaſt and a ſong : 
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Ye mortals, unbiaſs'd by honours and wealth, 
Thoſe titles that ſorrow adorn ; 
Would you taſte the calm joys of contentment and 
health, ® 
'Then follow the found of the horn. 


S O N G. N 


Tur ſun now peeps o'er yonder hill, 
In ftreaks of golden red, 
For ſhame get up, nor ſlumber ſtill, 
Quit, quit your downy bed. 42 


CHORUS, 


For hark ! horn and hound are ſaluting the day, 

The fox from his covert is burſting away; 

O'er mountains he ſcampers, we'll double our pace, 

Swift vengeance purſues him and gladdens our 
chace. 


Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe, my boys, 
Fling off dull drowſy fpleen ; 
The neighing ſounds, and deep tongu'd noiſe, 
Now call us to the green, 
For hark! horn, &c. 
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With roſy health our checks ſhall glow, 
Our nerves with toll be ſtrong ; 
With rides of joy our blood ſhall flow, 
Who join the hunting throng. 
For hark ! horn, &c. 


And when we leave the ſhouting field, 
And night has brought us home, 
Libations rich the hall ſhall yield, 
Loud mirth ſhall ſhake the dome. 
For hark! horn, &c. 


S O0 N . 
PRINCIPAL VOICES 


Orr of ſight are the hounds, boys ; 
We've loſt them to day, 
We are fairly thrown out, 
Who will tell us the way ? 
RESPONSE, 


If you'll follow up cloſe, we will tell you the way. 


PRINCIPAL VOICES. 


Who, who are ſuch friends to the joys of the chace? 
We hear but the voice, but we ſee not the face. 


RESPONS RF 
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RESPONSE 


We cannot, we muſt not difcover the face; 


PRINCIPAL VOICES, 


Are you fairies'or goblins that haunt the rude plain? 4 
Oh, ſay who you are, that enliven our train. 


RESPONSE 


We are nymphs of the wood, of Diana's chaſte train. 


PRINCIPAL VOICES. 


O'er mountains, thro' fountains, then briſkly we'll 
| fly, 
Diana and Echo ſhall join in the cry. 


LI. 


Love in yonder valley lies, 

Wake him not with noiſe or cries ! 
Tir'd with ſport, with toil oppreſt, 
Glad he takes an hour of reſt ; 
See, ſee his quiver by his fide, 
Sure to conquer youthful pride ! 

If he's rais'd, and points his darts, 
Tis too late to ſave your hearts! 


CAT © . 


When will ſounds of battle ceaſe, 
When the world is huſh'd to peace 
Welcome diſcord's horrid ſound, 
Welcome clangor's burſting round, 


Let the Britiſh thunder roar, 
Shouts be heard from ſhore to ſhore; 


Every brave commander ſing, 
With firſt and laſt, God fave the King; 


SONG. 
RKECITATIVE, 


Orr. ſee, Aurora gins to riſe, 
And paints with ruddy ſtreaks the ſkies 
E'er Phœbus does his beams diſplay, 
Let's to our jocund ſports away. 
AIR. | 
I rouſe the game with hounds and horn, 
With chearful cries I' wake the morn, 
Who riſing with her roſy face, 
Enjoys the glory of the chace. 
See the ſwift ſtag flies o'er the ground, 
And hills, and dales, and woods reſound ; 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain : 
And join the jovial ſportſman's cries, 
Till the ſtout prey, o'ertaken—dies. 


1 SONG, 
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RECITATIVE. 
Wo, who is this that ſtrikes my wond'ring 


eyes « 
*Tis roſy health, an hunter in diſguiſe, 
He comes to win me from ſoft pleaſure's train, 
And thus he ſpeaks in his enliv'ning ſtrain. 
dC - 
Now the dawn's peeping over the hill, 
To ſleep breaking echos ariſe! 
Hark ! the hounds and the hunters loud fill 
The woods with their ſhouts and their cries, 
Purſue o'er the mountains your prey, 
Be firſt of the heart chearing race, 
All rous'd by the toils of the day - 
You'll own the debights of the chace. 


A hunter, no more you'll complain ; 
No ſpleen- brooding cares ſhall ye know, 
A ſtranger to ſickneſs and pain, 
With life and new vigour you'll glow, 
Then fly from the pleaſures that pall, 
That languor moſt certainly yield, 
But wake to the horn's early call, 
And haſte to the ſports of the field, 


. S O N 6. 


G. 
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H ARK, hark, jolly ſportſmen awhile to my tale, 
Which to pay your attention, I'm ſure cannot fail, 
'Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog and briar. 
A pack of ſuch hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 

'Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with again ; 
Had Nimrod, the mightieſt of hunters, been there, 
*Fore gad, he had ſhook like an aſpin for fear. 


In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 

The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more, 

At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 

We rode from Kilruddery in ſearch of a fox. 

The Laughlin's-town landlord, the bold Owen Bray, 
And.*Squire Adair, ſure, was with us that day, 

Joe Debill, Hall Preſton, that huntſman fo ſtout, 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and ſq we ſet out, 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 

When Wanton ſet up a moſt tuneable roar ; 

Hark to Wanton, cried Jo, and the reſt were not 
ſlack | 

For Wanton's no trifle, eſteem'd in the pack. 

Old Bonny and Collier came readily in, 

And every hound join'd in the muſical din; 

Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleas'd to the life, 

And one of the lads got a goddeſs to wiſe, 
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Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way; 
As ſtrong from Killegar, as tho' he could fear none, 
Away he bruſh'd round by the houſe of Killternan, 
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherry wood then, 
Steep Shank-hill he climb'd, and to Ballymanglen, 
Bray Commons he croſs'd, leap'd Lord Angleſy's 
wall, 5 
And ſeem'd to ſay, © Little I value you all.” 


He ran Buſh's grove, up to Carbury Byrn's, 

Jo Debill, Hall Preſton, kept leading by turns, 
The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 

Tho' he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep ont, 
To Malpa's high hills, was the way then he flew, | 
At Dalkeyſtone Common we had him in view, 

He drove on by Bullock, through ſhrub Glanagery, 
And ſo on to Mountown where Laury grew weary. 


Thro' Roachtown wood next, like an arrow he paſs d, 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt, 
There gallantly plunged himſelf into the ſea, 
And ſaid in his heart,“ Sure none dare follow me.” 
But ſyon to his coſt, he perceiv'd that no bounds, 
Could ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettl'd hounds, 
His policy here, did not ſerve him a ruſh, 
Five couple of tarriers were hard at his bruſh. 


To recover the ſhore, then again was his drift, 
Byt c'er he could reach to the top of the cliſt, 
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He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 

Being way-laid, and killed by the reſt of the pack. 

At his death there were preſent the lads that I've 
ſung, 

Save Laury, who riding a garran, was flung. 

Thus ended at length a moſt delicate chace, 

That held us five hours and ten minutes ſpace. 


We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful board, 

Where dwells hoſpitality, truth, and my Lord; 

We talk'd o'er the chace, and we toaſted the health 

Of the man that ne'er varied for places of wealth. 

Owen Bray baulk'd a leap, ſays Hall Preſton, *twas 
odd 

Twas ſhameful, cried Jack, by the great living — 

Said Preſton I halloo'd, © Get on, tho' you fall, 

*© Or I'll leap over you, your blind gelding and all.“ 


Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, 

For party affairs we conſign'd to the court. 

Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, 

In gay flowing bumpers and ſocial delight. 

Then till the next morning, bid farewel each 
brother 

So ſome they went one way and ſome went another, 

As Phoabus befriended our earlier roam, 

do Luna took care in conducting us home. 
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Tur duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn, | 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn, 
Then a hunting let us go. 
Then, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws, 
Her arms to make him ſtay, 
My dear it hails, it rains, it blows, 
You cannot hunt to-day. 
Bur a hunting, &c. 


Th' uncavern'd fox like lightning flies, 
His cunning's all awake, 
To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forfeit life the ſtake, 
When a hunting, &c. 


Arous'd een Echo huntreſs turns, 
And manly ſhouts her joy, 


The ſportſman's breaſt in rapture burns, 


The chace can never cloy, 
Then a hunting, &c. 


Deſpairing mark he ſeeks the tide, 
His art muſt now prevail, 
Hark ! ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
His ſpeed, his cunning fail, 
When a hunting, & c. 


OF THE CHACE. 
For lo! his ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
The hounds arreſt his flight, 
Then hungry homewards we return, 
To feaſt away the night. 
Then a hunting, &c. 


be 
— 


Eve 


Gre round the world diſmount, diſmount, 
Whilſt echoed by the ſprightly horn, 

The toils and pleaſures we recount, 
Of this ſweet health- inſpiring morn. 


CHORU $ 


Twas glorious ſport, none &er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand ; 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command, 
Of the Goddeſs of the chace. 
And we had hunted, &c. 


The hounds were out and ſnuſt the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed ſpot ; 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the lot, 
Twas glorious ſport, &c. 
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And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, _ A 
The deep mouth'd hounds begin to bawl ; | 
And echo note for note repeats, 1 


While ſprightly horns reſound a call. 
Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while ware-haunch the huntſman cries; 

His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
T was glorious ſport, &c. 


Si O N @; 


Decrmsrs is a month, 
When Britiſh brains are addled, 
The morning's wet and dirty, 
So get the cattle ſaddled, 
For a hunting we will go, 


What pleaſure is ſo excellent, 
As whip and cut and ſpur, 
What muſic can compare, 
To the yelping of a cur. 
When a hunting, &c. 
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Actæon was a hunter bold, 
Wore horns upon his pate, 
But we will take our wives with us, 
And ſo avoid his fate, 
When a hunting, &c. 


If in a ditch, or bog, or brake, 
Our carcaſe chance to ſtick in, 
We're champions all and fight the cauſe, 
Of gander, gooſe, and chicken, 
When a hunting, &c, ' 


But if perchance a fox chace 
Should coſt a man his breath, 
We're all militia Captains now, 
And who's afraid of death, 
When a hunting, &c, 


Then ſhould we break ſly Reynard' s neck, 
In paſtime e'nt it merit, | 
And if perchance we break our own, 
Why damme e'nt it ſpirit, 
When a hunting, &c. 


But if a Quiſt won't quit his bed, 
For ſports fo blithe and bonny, 
We'll ſwear he hates fatigue and dirt, 
And call him Macaroni, | 
When a hunting, &c. 


M Abuſe 
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Abuſe him for his want of taſte, 
Since nothing ſo bewitches, 
Like ſpending all the Winter long, 
In boots and leather breeches. 
When a hunting, &c. 


S ON is. 


Tur bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, 
And dew drops beſpangles the ſweet-ſcented thorn 
Then ſound, brother ſportſman, found, ſound the 
gay horn, - 

Till Phcebus awakens the day: 
And ſee now he riſes in ſplendor how bright; 
Io Pœan for Pheebus, the God of Delight, 
All glorious in beauty now baniſhes night, 

Then mount, boys, to horſe and away. 


What raptures can equal the joys of the chace, 
Health, bloom and contentment, * in each 
face, : 

And in our fleet courſers what bcauty and grace, 
While we the ſwift ſtag do purſue ; 

At the deep and harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, 

Struck by terror he runs from the foreſts wide bounds 

And tho' like the lightning he darts o'er the grounds, 

| Yet ſtill, boys, we keep him in view. 


When 


= 


While the loud opening pack purſues her amain. 
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When chac'd til quite ſpent, he his life does reſign, 
Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 

That hunter, ſo mighty of fame; 
Our glaſſes then charge to our country and King ; ; 
Love and beauty we'll fill to and jovially ſing ; 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs, till we make the houſe 
ring, 


To all ſportſmen and ſons of the game. 


* 
8 
* # 
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Bucar Phœbus has mounted the chariot of 
day, 

And the horns and the hounds call each ſportſman 
away; 

Thro' woods and thro' meadows with ſpeed now 
they bound, 

While health, roſy health, is in exerciſe found. 

Hark away is the word, to the ſound of the horn, 

And echo, blithe echo, makes jovial the morn. 


Each hill and each valley is lovely to view, 

While puſs flies the covert, and dogs quick purſue ; 

Behold where ſhe flies o'er the wide ſpreading plain, 
Hark away, &c. 
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At length puſs is caught, and lies panting ror 
breath, 
And the ſhout of the huntſman's the ſignal for 
death. 
No joys can compare to the ſports of the field, 
To hunting all paſtimes and pleaſures muſt yield. 
Hark away, &c. 


——— ... — — 
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Loox out, brother ſportſmen, the morning is 
clear, 

And Phœbus o'er Hambledon hills does appear: 

Our ſports are delighting, the day is inviting, 

Then away to the chace, to the chace without fear: 

Tho' Reynard may fly, his fate is to die, 

For we ſhrink from no danger before us: 

To us, life's no trouble, and care is a bubble, 

When we follow the hounds in full chorus. 


Tally-ho! my brave boys; ſee he ſlackens his 
ſpeed ; | 
Strength failing him, he to his cunning takes heed : 
His art now forſakes him, ſee Dancer o'ertakes 
him ; | 
The hounds now ſeize on him—poor Reynard is 
dead. 
Tho' Reynard, &c. | 
Now 
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Now home, my brave boys, and to Bacchus repair, 
And each take a glaſs to his favourite fair: 
Day and night is thus ſpent, in mirth, joy, and 
content ; 
And may huntſmen for ever be ſtrangers to care. 
Tho' Reynard, &c. 


—— ————— — — — — — 
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H xx. hark, from the woodlands the loud 
ſwelling horn 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, 
How ruddy, how bright, and how chearful the 
morn, 
How healthy and blooming each face. 
To the grove with Diana, I'll haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the morn, 
The hounds are all out, hark, hark forward, away, 
While echo replies to the horn. 


Roſy health ſtill attends thro” the ſports of the field, 
O'er mountain and valley we go; 
The joy of the chace, health and pleaſure can 
yield, 
No wiſhes beyond it we know. 
To the grove, &c, 


Our 
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Our innocent paſtime each virgin may ſhare, 
And the cenſure of envy defy, 
While Cupid ſoon followed by grief and deſpait, 
The bleſſing of youth would deſtroy. 
To the grove, &c. 


$10 N 


Ar the ſound of the horn, 
We riſe in the morn, 
And *waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
Yoix, yoix, tally Q, 
After Reynard we go, 
While echo on echo we double the ſong. 


Not the ſteeds of the ſun 
Our brave courlers out-run, 
O'er the mound, horſe and hound, ſee is bound in 
full cry ; 
Like Phoebus we riſe 
| Toa the height of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy. 
We waken the woods, &c. 
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At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe to his bruſh; 

Already he dies—ſee him panting for breath. 
Each feat and defeat, | | 
We renew and repeat, 

Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the death, 
We 'waken the woods, &c. 


With a bottle at night, 
We proclaim the delight, 
Much Trimbuſh we praiſe, and the deeds that were 
| done : | 
And yoix, -tally O, * 
The next morning we go, | 
With Phoebus to end, as we mount with the ſun, i 


r 
Hark ! forward ! away, my brave boys to the 2 
_- . ” 
To the joys that ſweet exerciſe yields ; 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace; - "3p 


And invites to the ſports of the fiele. 
Hark ! forward's the cry, and chearful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the merry-ton'd horn. 
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No muſic can equal the hounds in full cry ; 
Hark ! they open, then haſten away ; 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fly, 
While purſuing the ſports of the day. 

Hark ! forward's the cry, &c. 


With the ſports of the field no joys can compare, 
Gay pleaſure's light footſteps we trace; 
We run down dull ſloth, and we diſtance old Care, 
Roſy health we o'ertake in the chace, 

Hark ! forward's the cry, &c, 


—— ———  — — — —U—L— 


Ct i Haxx, hark to the ſound of the ſweet winding 


horn, | - 
It invites to the chace, and awakens the morn ; 
Hark, &c. 


Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ſtrain, 
Diana, &c. 


While Bacchus deprives us of reaſon and wealth, 
The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and health, 
Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, 

Where no buſineſs diſturbs, no malice deſtroys ; 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 
While echo enraptur'd repeats the blithe ſtrain, 
Diana, &c, 
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Taxmves, tivee, tivee, tivee, high and low, 
Hark ! how the merry, merry horn does blow, 
As thro* the lanes and meadows we go, 

As puſs has run over the down; 


When Ringwood and Rockwood, and Jowler and 


Spring, | 
And Thunder and Wonder made all the woods 
ring, 
And horſemen and footmen, hey ding, a ding, 
ding, 


Who envies the pleaſure and ſtate of a crown. 


Then follow, follow, follow, follow jolly boys, 
Keep in with the beagles now whilſt the ſcent lies, a 
The fiery fac'd God is juſt ready to riſe, : 
Whoſe beams all our pleaſure. controls ; 
Whilſt over the mountains and vallies we roll 
And Wat's fatal knell in each hollow we toll; 
And in the next cottage tope off a full bowl, 
What pleaſure like hunting can cheriſh the ſoul, 


—— 
ST 0N 60 
Away ye brave fox-hunting race, | 


Away, away to a bourn chace; 
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Let Aſhton Park alone to day, 

For here will be the Royal play; 

See yonder's the covert, to horſe let's be going, 


Throw, throw off the finder's then, honeſt Will Oven. 
Away ye brave, &c. 


Unkennel quick, yon blaky ground, . 
They'll have a touch for fifty pound ; 
Hark, hark to Soundwell, that's a noble dog, 
Croſs him my jolly lads, heux, heux the drag: 
The fox has broke covert, let none lag behind, 
We've had an entappeſſe, ſhe runs up the wind; 
Off with the chace hounds, hoa ! 
Now, now the ſportſmen ſhew : 
Let Lillywhore and Cæſar run, 
Te pot and Raler, 
Capper and Cooler, 
Pompey and Gallant, low 'em on. 
Spur, ſwitch, and then . o'er . and 
ditches 
Without fear of necks, or galling your barchent 
Blow a retreat, blow, blow, tantivee, tivee, Wee, 
tivee, 
If ſhe runs down the wind ſhe may chance to 
deceive ye. 


5 


A recheat, a recheat, tivee, tivee, tivee, tivee, 
Pox on't we're baulk'd, for by my ſoul, 

The vixen's juſt now earth'd, ſee here's the hole? 
Put in the tarriers—faith tis ſo, _ 

She's crept at leaſt five yards below; 
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They're working hark !—and lay at her fo well, 
They'll make her bolt, tho* *twere as deep as hell: 
'Tis done, tis done, ſhe's ſnap'd, ſhe's kill'd, 
Hollo brave boys then from the field, 

And jolly huntſman blow poor Reynard's knell. 
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TE moment Aurora peep'd into my room, 

I put on my clothes and call'd for my groom ; 
Will Whiſtle by this had uncoupled the hounds, 
Who, lively and mettleſome, friſk'd o'er the grounds; 
The horſes were ſaddled, fleet Dapple and Grey, 


Seem'd longing to hear the glad found, hark, away. 


It was now by the clock about four in the morn, 
When we all gallop'd off to thh ſound of the horn 
Dick Garter, Will Tabble, and Tom at the Gooſe, 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts miſtreſs Puſs; 
Men, horſes, and dogs, not a moment would ſtay, 
And Echo was heard to cry, hark ! hark! away! 


The chace was a fine one, ſhe took- over the plain, 
Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, again and again; 


Till at length ſhe took cover, return'd out of breath, 


And I and Will Whiſtle were in at the death; 
There in triumph of joy I the hare did difplay, 
And I call'd to the horns,” my boys, hark! hark! 
away! 
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